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GET YOURSNATYOUR 
FAVORITE NEWSSTAND, 












BY SUNPOWN WELL BE OUTTA^ 

.CHAMP. IT WONT BE 
" _ ’ or ' IN PEBBLE CITY 




































































A SETTLEMENT IN TH'HILLS/ 
LUCK’S WITH US,CHAMP/NOW 
1 WELL FIND GRUB AN WATER. 1 


:'vi • 


HOWPY/ we GOT LOST IN TH’sand¬ 
storm AN’ WANDERED IN HERE.CAN 
YOU TELL US WHERE 

w w£ ARE ? 


FEEL BETTER NOW, 
PONT YOU, CHAMP ? 


HEY/ WAIT A MINUTE/ 
YOU CAN TELL ME WHERE 
I AM, CANT YOU P ggc=^ 


YOU RE PASS IN THROUGH 
PAINT ROCK CANYON, < 
taSTR ANGER, 

















NOT VERY FRIENDLY 
FOLKS AROUND HERE, 
■i ARE THEY, CHAMP ? 


WAIT HERE, CHAMP. 
I’LL SEE WHAT I 
CAN FIND OUT. f V 


HOWDY, FOLKS/CAN I BUY 
SOME GRUB FOR ME 
Y AN’ MY HORSE? ttfWM 


CREWT] 


'WE WERE HEAPIN'FOR PEBBLE 

CITY AN’GOT CAUGHT I N M&M 
|r A SANDLSirORMyC-^wH 


MEBBE. WHAT BRINGS YOU TO 
r PAINT ROCK .STRANGER 


















































ANY OBJECTIONS TO MY CAMPIN’ 
OUT HERE'TIL SUN-UP? IT'S 
PRETTY LATE TO BE STARTlN 
FOR PEBBLE CITY TONIGHT 
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^ AS MAYOR OF PAINT^ 

ROCK. ILL GIVE YOU 
FIFTEEN MINUTES T GIT 
OUTTA TOWN. WHITEY / 
YOU KIN HAVE YOUR. 
HORSE AN’TWO DAYS’ 
GRUB. IF YOU SHOW YOUR. 
FACE AROUND HERE 
AGIN, WELL SHOOT TO 



SEND YOUR GREASE TO YOUR BUTCHER AND WE WILL FRY THOSE AXIS BUTCHERS! 


























WHAT KIND 
OF A PL/ 

IS THIS 
PAINT 
ROCK? 


ITS A SORTA HIDE-OUT 1 
FER STRAYS FROM EVERY¬ 
WHERE. WE ALL MAKE A 
LIVIN’ MINING. TH’ LAW 
DONT BOTHER US AS LONG 
AS WE KEEP PEACEFUL. 

































NEXT MORN/MG 


somebody’s COM IN 
AN'RIDIN’FAST/ 


WE HAVE A LONG RIDE 
AHEAP OF US, CHAMP. 
WE LL SAY S’LONG TO , 
[ TH’ DOC AN' PUSH ON. d 


ITS JACK THOMAS/ 
WONDER WHAT TH ’ 
MARSHAL WANTS 
t IN PAINT ROCK.bt-3 


HOWDY. BOYS / WHY 

GENE AUTRY! WHAT 
ARE YOU DOIN’IN 
PAINT ROCK ? 


GOT SIDE-TRACKED HERE BY 
SANDSTORM. I WAS ON MY WAY 
(TO PEBBLE CITY TO SEE YOU. rC 




































































SURE IS GOOD TO SEE 
, YOU AGAIN!, GENE. /—j" 

bn—i—r—AT-agl 


LOOKS LIKE WE MIGHT 
BE HEADIN’ INTO SOME 

Vr--, EXCITEMENT,; 

JACK/y—^ 


MEBBE I STUMBLED 
ACROSS TH'TRAIL OF 
THAT bill BuRley 
you're HUNTIN’ I J|§ 
FOUND THIS GUN V / 
AN’ WALLET, «! 


I'LL MAKE YOU A DEPUTY UNITED STATES 
MARSHAL .GENE. YOU’VE GOT THE 
CONFIDENCE OF DOC WELCH AN’^^H 

'-*—-«*. PAINT ROCK GO 

stasteL -l sack An’scout 

jp -7} > AROUND^taBfl^H^K^ VjK 


i’ll SEE 
WHAT I 
CAN FIND, 
iJACKy 


THIS BURLEYS GOT A 
DEEP BULLET GASH « 
J ACROSS HIS LEFT 1 
I SHOULDER , GENE I 
\ WATCH OUT FOR 11 
N HIM. HE'S A ? 

'—^ killer!) 


WELL, CHAMP, 
I’M A DEPUTY 
[ MARSHAL r* 
> NOW / rr-ffi 









































































































ILL DO NO TALKIN’ 
v WITH A THIEVIN’, 
S UNGRATEFUL 
/WRETCH LIKE YOU. 
L ACCEPTIN’MY 
W HOSPITALITY, THEN 
[ SNEAKIN'AROUND, 
-v. SPYIN’ AN’r-^ 
| C STEALIN ’/) 


ILL MAKE YOU WISH 
YOU’D NEVER SET FOOT 
IN PAINT ROCK/* 5 -^ 





























SAVE YOUR TIN AND WE WILL WIN 












































NO USE T TRY ANY TRICKS, 
AUTRY.THIS LOCKS GOOD , 
AN’ STRONG, AN’Y 
WOULDNT GET FAR 
TH’l 



r THESE PAINT ROCK FOLKS SURE DO STICK^ 

TOGETHER. THEY’LL EVEN PROTECT SILL BURLEY, 

I GUESS. WONDER WHERE , 
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r ME88E 
HELL HEAR MY 
WHISTLE. g 


G-OOD BOY ! NOW WE 

GOTTA FIND A WAY TO 
GET ME OUTTA HERE.- 


IM GLAD MY ROPE WAS 
TIED ON MY SADDLE. SURE 
h HOPE THIS’LL WORK. 


READY, CHAMP 
fc NOW pull! 




















































WHATS TH MATTER, CHAMP 
HEAR SOMETHING ? m 


I GUESS THEVVE GIVEN) UP 
TH’ CHASE, CHAMP NOW WE 
GOTTA GET TO JACK THOMAS 
t AN’TELL HIM WEVE LOCATED 
BILL BURLEY, 


HOWDY, MAAM SORTA STARTLED ME 
SEEIN’A WOMAN ALONE OUT HERE.. 


MY HORSE STEPPED 
INTO A PRAIRIE 
DOG HOLE AND 1 
BROKE HIS LEG M 
I-I--HAD TO 
SHOOT HIM. 


HEADIN 
TOWARD 
PEBBLE 
CITY ? . 


NO TOWARD PAINT ROCK 
l’/V» GOING TO VISIT MV 
FATH E R . DOCTOR WESTON. 
i I’m JOYCE WESTON _v 


YOU DONT MEAN 
DOC WELCH, 
YOU ? 

































Y£S THATS WHAT HE CALLS HIAASELF. 
HE DISAPPEARED TEN YEARS AGO 
I’VE FINALLY TRACED HIM TO 
, PAINT ROCK 














































































r SOON AS TH’COAST 

IS CLEAR ANO TH’, 
BOYS ARE IN TH 
STORE, JOYCe'll 
PUT A LAMP IN 
TH’ BACK 
. WINDOW. 


HERES ONE 
OF DAD’S GUNS 
WE BROUGHT 
4 YOU. _ 


BUY WAR STAMPS AND LICK THE AXIS 

























Reckon you wont do 
ANY SEARCHlN’TONIGHT, 
-AUTRY, M 


HELL NEVER SEE WHERE 
HE’S GOIN’ 


WHAT WE GOIN’TO 
DO WITH HIM WHEN 
, WE GIT HIM r-^ 
» k THERE ? / 


KEEP HIM’TIL 
TH’ BOSS TELLS 
US WHAT ^ 
\ TO DO. rC'M 


NOBODY’LL^^ 
EVER FIND HIM 
UP HERE, 


WHOS YOUR 1 
BOSS?THIS 
BILL BURLEY ? 


W WE DONT ^ 
^ANSWER NO 
QUESTIONS IN 
. PAINT ROCK, j 






















































THERE IS A WAV ! 
taf THAT PICK ! * 


THESE ropes sure are 

TIGHT. BUT THERE mgS < 
MUST BE A WAV 
TO GET LOOSE, JtMfH 


TH YOUNG FELLERS 
PROB’LV THIRSTY' 
BY THIS 

L TIME.^Hf^^ 


I GOTTA CUT THROUGH 
BEFORE TH’ OLD MAN 
■- - COMES BACK / 


ILL HAVE TO 
HURRY. HE’S 
COMIN’ NOW / 









































PRETENDING 
TO STUMBLE, 
GENE WHIRLS 
QUICKLY AND 
CATCHES 
HIS CAPTOR 
OFF BALANCE 






























PUT UP YOUR HANDS, 

autry, an’ put Iem - 

UP PRONTO /fgd 


Th'IS TIAAE WELL \ J0 
FIX YOU SO YOU 
WONT EVER GET ILL^ 
LOOSE, AUTRY/ M GITTH 

i*—*—•—i.— rope. 


I THOUGHT I COULD 1 
TRUST YOU TO STAND 
GUARD, CHRIS, - 


YOUD BETTER 
GIT YOUR ^ 
BEARD ON M 
AGlN, 

FELLA. /5ra 


WE GOTTA MOVE FAST NOW, BOVS. 
REMEMBER, IF ANYTHING HAPPENS, 
THE SHACK HIDE-OUT.' NOW LET'S 
« WALL UP TH' CAVE 


r I RECKON YOU AI NT 
LIKELY TO GIT LOOSE 
THIS TIME, AUTRY ! j 





















r u/ELL get Wrest of th'dust 

OUTfA DOC'S PLACE TONIGHT 


AN'TAKE ALL TH' CASH HE'S 
GOT. IT OUGHTTA 




SAVE YOUR SCRAP TO WIN THIS SCRAP 


























































































NO, I STEPPED 
ON HIS TOES, 
SO HE AND 
HIS GANG 
BROUGHT 
ME HERE, 


I CAME UP FROM 
TEXAS, HUNTIN' BILL 
BURLEY. TRACKED 
HIM THIS FAR. I 
THINK TED MILLER'S 
BURLEY, AN' I WAS 
LOOKIN’ FOR PROOF* 





























THEYLL 1 
BE COM IN 
^ ALONG 
PURTY 
L QUICK 


MILLER p 

AIN'T J NEITHERS 
HERE ) CHRIS AN ' 
NATE 


’SOON AS 
it’s DARK 
we'll slip 

INTO 

PAINT 

ROCK 


I GOT' TH PLAN 
CLEAR,AUTRY. MEBBE 
/AARSHAL THOMAS 
WILL SHOW UP, TOO. 

I LEFT A NOTE ON 


GOOD EVEN IN, BOYS. TH IN K 
WE OUCHTTA HAVE A LITTLE 
TOWN MEETIN' SEEIN' AS 
HOW EVERYBODY'S HERE 


7 KEEP QUIET,SISTER,^ 

OR I'LL SHOOT.' IF YOU 
MAKE A SOUND , TH ' 
BOYS IN TH' OTHER 
ROOM WILL 
DRILL YOUR 

























































































































































































he's headin'down 

TH' CANYON ! --- 


I VE GOT TH' FASTEST 
HORSE IN PAINT ROCK, 
AUTRY. WE GOTTA M 
GET THAT BURLEY J 1 


THIS TIME 
HE WON'T 
GET AWAY ! 


KEEP GOJN', 
AUTRY / GET 
BURLEY ! r - 
l'M ALL 
RIGHT J 


















^ he’s disappeared, l,ke1 

SNAdKE . NO SENSE TRY IN ' 
TO TRAIL MINA TONIGHT. 
SETTER WAIT ’TIL SUN-UP. 


HE TURNED OFF HERE .Jp 
PLENTY OF HIDIN'te^g^ 
PLACES IN THESE 
rough hills wmf ’7 



































well organize a man-hunt^ 

AT SUN-UP. RECKON th' 1 


BURLEYS HORSE IS 
DEAD,SO HE WONT 
GO FAR TONIGHT 
WHAT HAPPENED 
TO TH REST 6 TH' 


THEY STAYED IN PAINT 
RQCK.I GUESS. THEY'RE 
NOT HUNTIN ’ TROUBLE . 
AFRAID THEIR OWN PASTS 
WILL COME OUT IF 


I GUARANTEE THAT, IF YOU 
HELP CATCH BILL BURLEY, TH 
LAW WON'T INVESTIGATE ANY 


^ BILL BURLEY STOLE YOUR GOLD ^ 

DUST WHILE HE WAS PRETENDIN' 
TO BE YOUR FRIEND. ARE YOU 
READY TO HELP TRACK HIM DOWN ? 


WERE WITH 


























































th’trail’s plain as 


TH’TRAIL OF BLOOD ENDS 
HERE.. BUT HE MUSTA y* 
GONE SOME PLACE j— 


DAY. HE SURE 
MUSTA BEEN v 
BLEEDIN 1 
PLENTY J 


NOT A TRACE OF HIM 1 
LOOKS LIKE HE'S DONE 
A MAGIC VANISH1N' j 

W act, champ ! jggi 


LET S TAKE A LOOK AN ’ 
SEE WHAT'S ON TH' OTHER 
SIDE OF THIS HILL T - FT 






























YOU KIN PUT UP THAT GUN , 
STRANGER. I AINY CHRIS. MY 
NAME'S MACK. CHRIS LIVES IN 
PAINT ROCK- I LIVE HERE IN / 
TH’ HILLS. DON'T r—.—-gjt 
LIKE TOWNS .— y 


RECKON YOU'RE 

right, i can see 

NOW YOU AREN’T 
. CHRIS. PUT ^ 
DOWN YOUR M 
HANDS 


NOPE. HATE^ 

CROWDS. AN* 

I PONT LIKE 


r KEEP YOUR HANDS 
UP, CHRIS ! HOW'D 
YOU GET OUT 
HERE ? 


^SEEN ANYTHING OF 

TED MILLER FROM 
PAINT ROCK ? HE'S 
WOUNDED BAD AN 
HE WAS HEADIN’ 
THIS WAY LAST 
TIME I SAW HIM 























SOMETHIN QUEER ABOUT THAT ' 
OLD FELLA. BUT NOBODY COULDDA 
BEEN HIDIN’ OUT IN THAT LITTLE 4 

* shack 


RECKON l'LL TAKE-ANOTHER 
LOOK AROUND HERE WHERE 
I LOST HIS TRAIL 


another OLD MINE TUNNEL 
THESE HILLS ARE SURE tag 

full of 'em !, — 4 f\ 


BURLEY CAME THIS WAY, 
ALL RIGHT ! THERE'S TH‘ 
w TRAIL OF BLOOD / ^ 


YOUD BETTER GIT BACK IN * 
TH’TUNNEL WHERE YOU WAS, 
y BILL. SOMEBODY ELSE . 
[ MIGHT GOME LOOKIN’FER J 
^ YOU, LIKE AUTRY DID jM 


VOICES / SOUNDS 
LIKE BURLEY ! 


A WAR STAMP A DAY WILL STOW THE AXIS AWAY 


















WHY DIDNT YOU Grr AUTRY ON A 
LINE WITH TH’TUNNEL, SO’S I COULD 
DRILL HIM, YOU OLD FOOL? I WAS 
AFRAID T’SHOOT UNLESS I WAS SURE 
OF A DIRECT HIT 



















THAT GOT, 

HIM , BILL! 


GOOD ] 
WORK, 
MACK / 


* SOME OF TH OTHER 
BOYS MAY BE FOLLERlN' 
AUTRY, SO l’D BETTER 
GIT OUTTA HERE. I’LL 
^ GIT HIS HORSE AN 1 
HIDE OUT 
E ’TIL PARK 1 


THAT KNOCKED HIM 

. OUT colder’n a 
^ cucumber mr' 


AUTRY KNOWS WHO YOU ARE 
NOW, MACK. SO YOUP BETTER 
FINISH HIM OFF PRONTO AN’ i 
SAVE YOUR OWN SKIN tt&L 


I HATE TO PO THIS 
BUT RECKON THERE 
^ JUST AIN’T NO 
OTHER WAY | 



















NOW TO GET 

* Burley / 


reckon you wonV 


GET AWAY FOR AWHILE 


I'LL BE BACK FOR YOU 
- LATER, OLD TIMER , 


I LL HAVE TO MOVE FAST. SOMEBODY 
MIGHTTA HEARD THAT SHOT. BUT 

----r NOBODY CAN CATCH THIS 

W-1 HORSE OF AUTRY’S 





















































INSTEAP OF HOLPIN 
COURT, OURSELVES, I 
A/fc TURNIN’ ALL TH’ 
PRISONERS OVER TO 
MARSHAL JACK 
a THOMAS 


f ONLY POC WELCH AN'GENE AUTRY WILL HAVE TO GO 

TO COURT TO TESTIFY AGAINST TH’ PRISONERS. TH’ 
REST OF YOU CAN STAY HERE IN PAINT ROCK. WE 
ALL OWE A PEBT OF THANKS TO AUTRY 


PONT THANK ME, s 
SOYS. CHAMP REALLY 
CAUGHT BILL BURLEY, 































The dusty little courtroom was filled 
with the mutter of low, threatening voices. 

“Quiet!” the wrinkled, gray-haired 
Justice thundered in a strong voice. 

“What’s the use of wastin’ time on a 
trial, Sam?” a man on the front bench 
called suddenly. “Let’s jest take the thiev¬ 
in’ skunk out an’ string him up an’ go on 
about our bizness.” 

“There ain’t goin’ to be no stringin’ up 
while I’m Justice of the Peace, Hank 
Jenkins!” Justice Sam Brent said quietly, 
looking at the man on the front bench. “I 
aim to see that Tim gets a fair an’ square 
trial. So all o’ you better keep quiet, or out 
you go! Now we’ll go on with the case of 
the People o’ Cottonwood County agin 
Timothy Brown. Tell your story, Sheriff.” 

“What’s the sense of tellin’ it all over 
agin, Sam?” the Sheriff asked. 

“I want to hear it agin,” the Justice said. 

“Tim Brown came to Cottonwood 
City ’bout a year ago,” the sheriff said. 
“He was lookin’ fer work an’ Widder 
Elkins gave him a berth on her ranch. 
After Tom Elkins died, Sary tried to keep 
on runnin’ the outfit an’ she needed a 
hand. So she hired Tim Brown. Tim eased 
his way into Sary’s confeedence. Fin’ly he 
talked her into mortgagin’ the place, so she 
could buy more stock an’ repair the barns. 
He got the money in cash. Three thousand 


dollars it was. Tim started out early in 
the mornin’ fer Millertown to buy the 
stock. Bud Kramer, one o’ Sary’s hands, 
went with him. An’ Tim come back alone 
on foot that evenin’, tellin’ the wild yarn 
that he’d been ambushed an’ robbed on the 
road an’ that poor old Bud had been shot 
down in cold blood. 

“Sary had so much trust in the varmint 
that she believed him. But that night Tim 
skipped, takin’ one of Sary’s best horses. 
Jock Diggins, another one o’ Sary’s old 
hands, tracked him down an’ caught him, 
jest as he was gettin’ on the Millertown 
stage. An’ we put him in jail.” 

Again the threatening mutter of many 
voices filled the hot, stifling room. 

“Keep quiet!” the Justice yelled above 
the noise. When a rustling silence took the 
place of the angry mutters, the Justice 
turned to the Sheriff. “Didja ever find the 
three thousand dollars, Ed?” he asked. 

“Nope. Tim sure hid it good an’ he 
won’t talk,” the Sheriff answered. 

“We’ll make the skunk talk!” a dozen 
voices shouted. “Let us have him, Sam.” 

“Quiet!” the Justice roared. 

Slowly Tim Brown stood up. He was.a 
lean, wiry man in his early fifties. 

“Guilty or not guilty, Tim?” the Justice 
asked. 

“Not guilty! ” Tim’s voice was low/ 

The Justice pulled his gun from its 
holster at his belt and laid it on the table 
in front of him. Then he looked at the 
men on the benches. 

“If there’s any commotion in here, I 
won’t wait to pound my gavel,” he said 
quietly. “Now tell your story, Tim.” 

“Bud an’ I started for town with Sary 
Elkins’ money, like Ed said,” Tim Brown 
began. “We wexe ridin’ along an’, all of a 
sudden, a man jumped outa the under¬ 
brush alongside the road. He had the 
drop on me. There wasn’t nothin’ I could 



do. Bud tried to pull his gun an’ the fella 
Ishot him down. He took the money an’ 
my guns. Then he led his own horse outa 
the bushes an’ rode away, takin’ my horse 
'with him. That’s the truth, Sam.” 

. "Got any idee who the fella was, Tim?” 
the Justice asked after a moment. 

“No. He had a bandanna tied across his 
face.” 

‘Why’d you try to skip out?” the Justice 
continued. 

“In the middle o’ the night, I got an 
idee. I suddenly remembered somethin’ 
about the man an’ I knew I’d recognize 
him if I saw him agin. I figgered he’d head 
for Millertown an’ the railroad with all 
that money. I decided I’d toiler him. I 
didn’t want to wake Sary up, so I just lit 
out. I had to move fast.” 

“What did you remember about him, 
Tim?” The Justice leaned forward. 

“I’d rather not say out loud,” Tim said 
quietly. “If the fella’s around, he could 
guard agin givin’ himself away. I’ll tell 
you, private-like.” 

“Don’t lissen to him, Sam!” Hank 
Jenkins shouted from the front bench. 

“Shut up, Hank Jenkins!” The Justice 
|Stood up and glared down at the other 
man. “I’m the Justice an’ I’ll run this here 
court as I see fit. An’ don’t fergit, boys, 
that I can still shoot straight!” 

The room was silent as he Justice and 
Tim Brown spoke in whispers. Then Tim 
went back to his chair beside the Deputy 
and the Justice stood, facing the men. 

“I’ve decided to postpone this here trial 
fer a week, boys,” the Justice said sternly. 
'“I’m goin’ to test out what Tim jest told 
me. But I give you my solemn word that 
I’ll bring him back into this room an’ sen¬ 
tence him to hangin’ a week from today, 
if my scheme don’t work out.” 

“The skunk don’t deserve a week!” 
Hank Jenkins cried, jumping to his feet 


and stepping forward toward the Justice. 
As he moved, his right foot twisted under 
him and he stumbled. But he regained his 
balance quickly. 

Suddenly Tim Brown’s eyes blazed. 

“There’s the man you want, Sam!” he 
shouted. “Hank Jenkins is the one who 
shot Bud an’ stole the money! ” 

In the breathless, shocked second of si¬ 
lence which followed Tim’s words, Hank 
Jenkins moved with lightning-like swift¬ 
ness. He jumped behind the Justice and 
faced the startled men, his gun in his hand. 

“I’ll shoot the first one o’ you that 
moves! ” he bellowed. 

But the Justice was too fast for him. He 
fell back against the table. His fingers 
touched his gun, lying there, and swirled 
its muzzle toward Hank. He pulled the 
trigger and Hank crumpled to the floor. 

“How’d you figger it, Tim?” someone 
asked, after quiet had returned. 

“When I got back to Sary’s that night, 
I remembered that the robber’s right ankle 
had twisted under him, when he was hur- 
ryin’ to get his horse,” Tim told the others. 
“I figgered that mebbe I could spot him in 
the railroad station at Millertown.” 

“I guess you kin run your court the way 
you want to after this, Sam,” a middle- 
aged rancher drawled quietly. “You know 
how to go about gettin’ justice done.” 

The Justice smiled as the crowded little 
room rang with cheers. 







(jVOJibt/ 


HUNT FOR OLD RUBBER TO TIRE OUT THE AXIS 






THE HORSES USED IN THIS CONTEST 
ARE SELECTED FROM THE REGULAR 
‘BUCKING STRING," BUT USUALLY 
THE SMALLER “BRONCS“ARE PICKED. 
SOME OF THE LARGER BUCKING 
HORSES WILL WEIGH AS MUCH 
AS 1300 TO 1400 POUNDS. THE 
AVERAGE SADDLE HORSE WEIGHS 

around 1100 pounds, this is 

UNDOUBTEDLY ONE OF THE MOST 
STRENUOUS SPORTS IN WHICH 
WOMEN PARTICIPATE. 


THE RULES OF THIS EVENT ARE 
MUCH THE SAME AS THOSE OF 
THE COWBOYS’ BRONC-RlDING 
CONTEST, EXCEPT THAT MOST 
OF THE COWGIRLS RIDE WITH 
"HOBBLED STIRRUPS." THAT IS.. 
THE STIRRUPS ARE TIED FIRMLY 
TO THE HORSES SIDES BY A 
ROPE WHICH PASSES UNDER. 


According to all records 

AVAILABLE, JHE FIRST COWGIRL 
WHO EVER PERFORMED IN A 
RODEO ARENA WAS”PRAlRlE ROSE 
HENDERSON,THE DAUGHTER OF 
A WYOMING RANCHER. SHE WAS 
PERMITTED TO -ENTER THE COWBOYS 
BRONC-RlDING CONTEST AT THE 
FRONTIER DAYS CELEBRATION 
IN CHEYENNE, WYOMING, BACK 
IN 1901. SOON THEREAFTER, A 
COWGIRLS' BRONC-RlDING EVENT 
TOOK ITS PLACE ON MANY OF 
THE RODEO PROGRAMS.... 













The wild horse race is an event 

FEATURED BY MOST OF THE LARGER 
RODEOS.THE HORSES USED ARE WILD 
RANGE STOCK THAT HAS NEVER BEEN 
HALTER-BROKE “OR RIDDEN.THE RACE IS 
USUALLY LIMITED TO SIX OR EIGHT RIDERS. 
EACH RIDER HAS A HELPER TO ASSIST HIM 
IN SADDLING. AFTER EVERYONE IS SADDLED 
A SIGNAL IS GIVEN,THE RIDERS MOUNT 
AND ATTEMPT TO RIDE THEIR HORSES 
AROUND THE ARENA. SOME HORSES BUCK 
VICIOUSLY IN A SMALL CIRCLE, OTHERS 
"SULU" OR REFUSE TO BUDGE . MANY OF 
THEM RUN IN THE WRONG DIRECTION... 
THE FIRST RIDER TO CIRCLE THE ARENA 
IS ADJUDGED THE WINNER . 





GOLD FLASH,THE 
V WILD BUCKSKIN COLT, WAS \ 
ROPED ANP BRANDED BY BART 
WEST. BUT THE UNTAMED FLASH 
ESCAPEP FROM THE CORRAL 
ANP RETURNED TO THE FREE¬ 
DOM OF THE PLAINS AND 
HILLS. BART VOWED THAT , 
L SOMEDAY THEY WOULD fl 
Ik MEET AGAIN. 


WE OUGHTTA PICK UP A 
FEW GOOD /MUSTANGS , 
i ’ROUND HERE r—— 


LOOK AT THAT VELLER COLT 
WITH THAT BUNCH O' BROO MTAILS 


YOU PONT RECKON 
ITS THAT GOLD FLASH 
THAT BART WEST 
WAS TALKIN’ 
ABOUT, DO YOU ? j 


they'll BRING A 
HIGH PRICE FOR 
TH' BUCKIN’ STRING 
. AT TH’RODEO r 


IT 15 BARTS v 
COLT/ I KIN SEE 
. HIS BRAND / / 


LOOKIT TH LITTLE 
RASCAL RUN / r 


LETS GIT HIM, 
JAKE.HES TH 
FINEST LOOKIN’ 
„ COLT I EVER 
\ SEEN ,-^ 




























PONT BOTHER WITH TH OTHERS' 
wji GfT THAT YELLER COLT! 


THAT C0LT6 FASTERN 


HE’LL BE WORTH 


GREASED LIGHTNIN7 


PLENTY , IF WE KIN 
w, ROPE HIM r _- 


LETS TAKE A SHORT CUT AN’ HEAD 
HIM OFF AT TH’ OTHER END OF r- 
-- TH'CANYON 











































ITS GOLD FLASH! HES MY 
COLT, AN’YOU KNOW IT, 

YOU LOW- LIVED -- 

HORSE THIEVES/ 


VOL> KIN HAVE HIM, 
BART. WE DlDNT 
KNOW IT WAS YOUR, 


WELL RE WORK IT.^ 

NOBODYLL FIND 
HIM AT MY PLACE 



































BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS 
































The 97 Pound 

Weakling 


—Who became “the World’s 
Most Perfectly Developed Man ” 


“HI Prove that YOU, too, 
can be a NEW MAN!” 

- G&i/hfizgb 


I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of body 
that people pity! Of course, you wouldn’t know it to 
look at me now, but I was once a skinny weakling who 
weighed only 97 lbs! I was ashamed to strip for sports or 
undress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physical 
development that I was constantly self-conscious and em¬ 
barrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered “ Dynamic Tension It gave me a body 
that won for me the title “World’s Most Perfectly Developed 
Man.” 

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant power 
and energy, I know what I’m talking about. I’ve seen my new 
system, “ Dynamic Tension,” transform hundreds of weak, 
puny men into Atlas Champions. 


Only 15 Minutes a Day 


Do you want big, broad shoulders—a fine, powerful chest— 
biceps like steel—arms and legs rippling with muscular strength 
—a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy muscle—and a build 
you can be proud of? Then just give me the opportunity to 
prove that ‘‘Dynamic Tension” is what you need. 

No “ifs,” and “ands,” or “maybes.” Just tell me where yoi 
handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby? Or skim 
gawky? Are you short-winded, pepless? Do you hold back < 
others walk off with the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Then wi 
details about “Dynamic Tension” and learn how I can make 
healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN. 

“Dynamic Tension” is an entirely NATURAL method. Only IS n 
utes of your spare time daily is enough to show amazing results— 
it’s actually fun. “Dynamic Tension” does the work. 


Send for FREE BOOK 

Mail the coupon right now for full details 
and I’ll send you my illustrated book, “Ever¬ 
lasting Health and Strength.” Tells all about 
my “Dynamic Tension” 
method. Shows actual 
photos of men I’ve made 
into Atlas.Champions. It’s 
a valuable book! And it’s 
FREE. Send for your copy 
today. Mail the coupon to 
me personally, CHARLES 
ATLAS, Dept. 2971, 115 
East 23rd St., New York, 

N. Y. 



CHARLES ATLAS. 

! Dept. 2971, 115 East 2; 
■ New York, N. Y. 























